EXTREMES MEET

to this or that Excellency who was clinging for a brief
space to office before he, like so many others, was swept
away by the angry tides of war, Waterlow hated these
interruptions when he was talking to Sir Frederic. They
made him self-conscious, as if in suddenly breaking off
from what he was saying he were pretending to an im-
portance that must appear ridiculous to a sophisticated
young diplomat. Not that he had anything to complain
of in the way the occupants of the Chancery treated him.
Considering what an uncouth barbarian he must appear
to them they were extraordinarily pleasant j and if he had
to choose between being treated seriously, but with the
chill of excessive courtesy added, and being accepted as a
rather amusing joke, he would certainly never have hesi-
tated to choose the latter alternative. " Ah, here's the
Jolly Roger," Amberley, the senior of the two Second
Secretaries, would exclaim. " Let us know in good time,
won't you, if you're thinking of blowing up the capital.
Six telegrams for you this morning. If you find it necess-
ary to declare war this afternoon, just telephone first to
us so that we can notify the Foreign Office." They were
vaguely aware of course that he was engaged in finding
agents to risk their lives in Turkey or Bulgaria 5 but to
them such an occupation' had about as much importance
as the soap-bubbles blown out of a clay pipe by a child.
And when Waterlow thought of the risk of life that the
collection of such information meant, of the labour in-
volved in extracting it from the lucky agents who managed
to get back, of the trouble and expense of telegraphing a
digest of it to headquarters, of its probable lack of utility
and almost certain lack of use, he was inclined to think
that blowing bubbles would have been a more conspicuous,
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